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isn't coming in here, and that's that. Why, 'tisn't as if
anyone knew who it was, even. But if you must have
somewhere to put it, you can use the potting-shed.
That's the key, over there on the dresser."
So it was that when the procession arrived, bearing
the dead man between them, they were directed tc the
potting-shed, which smelt faintly but pleasantly of earth
and tarred twine. Here it was laid upon the bench, and
Stickland and his men returned to their work.
The sergeant took out his note-book, and began to
jot down particulars. The body was that of a slightly
built man of between thirty-five and forty. He had not
shaved, apparently, for some little time before his death,
for his chin was covered with a light stubble. He was
wearing a shabby grey overcoat, beneath which was an
equally shabby brown coat and waistcoat. A pair of
grey flannel trousers, badly worn at the knees, a pair
of old shoes, very much down at heel, and a greasy cap
completed his outer garments.
" Looks to me, sir, as if he was some poor fellow
tramping the roads/' observed the sergeant.
*' He's not an ordinary casual," the doctor replied.
" Look at his hands. They're filthy, but they've been
well kept at one time. And by the look of his face,
you can see he's a cut above the average tramp. A
clerk, or something like that, out of work and looking
for a job."
*' Maybe you're right, sir. Queer he should be on the
by-road like this. It doesn't lead anywhere in particular.
Only to the villages lying round about." Then, after
a moment's pause, " It was the cold that killed him,
sir?"
" No doubt about that. Look at his face and hands.
You see those red patches? They are characteristic
of death from cold. Of course, I can't be absolutely
certain until I've got him to the mortuary and examined

